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PRISON i^:r of war. 


A(rr ]. 

ScF.NE I. — Verditu,. Outside of a Cafe, Parties seated — s(n}te 
drinkiacf^ some fdat/hi^ at earth mid domituis, Niooi.ifi play^ 
huj. As the curtain rises, the discharge of cannon^ is heard. 
All (weept Nicole rise from their seats. Canno t amtinue 
firiny. Enter Mamv/wk from Cafe. 

UAUE'ETE. 

Eh, Messieurs, the gunsl the guns ! 

NTCOLK. 

'Fhey tell nothing new, Habette; only another Englishman 
escapetl. 

FIRST FRENCHMAN. 

Anti that promises a good reward to sona* of us. I'm 
for pursuit. 

SECOND FK ENCHM AN . 

And I i 

Till It D FRENCHMAN. 

And I ! 

ALL (except NICOLE ). 

And I ! 

FIRST FRENCHMAN. 

Nicole, remember; the iirst game is mine; only let me 
catch this Englishman, and when Fve caught him, I'll 
double the stakes. Vive la France! down with the English, 
and the best luck to the lightest heels ! 

[Exeunt all but Nicole and Babette shouting, guns firing. 

B 
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THE PRlSONWil OF WAR. 


RABETTE. 

And for the lionour of France, why doesn’t Nicole show 
his heels loo ? 


NICOI.E. 


I ? If all the English had escaped, T wouldn't bring ’em 
back to Verdun ; no, not if even whistling would do it. 
{Since these sailor bull-dogs have been ])risoners here, Ver- 
dun's no place for a FVenchman. Now, Babette, w hat can 
you see in these English ? They drink like swin(‘, dance 
like bears, and — 

BABETTE. 

Make love like lions. 

NICOLE. 

Love ! Isn't there the greatest reason you should hate 
them ? Ar’n't they your foes ? Ar’n't you a Frenchwoman ? 

BABETTE. 

I always thought so — but Monsieur Fallmall says, he's 
sure there’s some mistake. 

NICOLE. 

Monsieur Pallmall ! And if you might, you’d marry 
him ? 

BABE'ITE. 

Delightful ! and go and live in London ! 

• NICOLE. 

You live in Loudon ! A butterfly in a dark kmtern. 
You in London ! Two Sundays there would kill you: and 
then the fogs. 

BABETTE. 

All scandal. Monsieur Pallmall, who was born and bred 
in London, says he never saw a fog till he came to France. 
Hear him talk of London. 

NICOLE. 

I have heard him. He’ll swear that in London it hails 
lump-sugar, and rains rose-water; — that violets grow at 
every door, and nightingales sing from every lamp. As 
Pm a Frenchman, I’ll have revenge. This English calf, 
this Monsieur Pallmall, and that Monsieur Heyday, too 
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Enter Boaz. 

BOAZ. 

Heyday ! My tear, tell me — he is not escaped — it is not 
1 leyday ? 

BABETTE. 

Not he, Boaz, be sure on't. Monsieur Heyday fly from 
Verdun !. No, no, Til answer for him. 

BOAZ. 

Veil, veil, veil 1 heard dc guns, I had my fears. 11a ! — 
de guns, iny tear ! de guns ! Every von goes to my heart. 

NICXILE. 

To your lieart ? — to your pocket, you mean. 

BOAZ. 

And dat is vorser. Oh ! vot I lose by dese English dat 
run avay ! Vot I lose nobody knows. Friday night, derc 
vent fifty napoleons vid de rogue dey killed, 

BABETTE, 

Poor young fellow ! He was discovered crossing the 
moat, and shot by the sentinel. Tin sure 1 cried so when 1 
heard of it. 

BOAZ. 

Cried ! Vot, did you lose fifty rtapoleons ? No ? Oh, 
my tear, you don’t know what crying is. 

NICOLE, 

But, good Jew, if you lose so much by them, why do you 
lend money to tliese English ? 

BOAZ. 

Must employ my mind, ma tear. 

\^Shouth}g without^ and re-enter Frenchmen. 

FIRST FRENCHMAN, 

Hurrah ! the bird’s caught again. 

BOAZ. 

Caught ! Who is be ? What is he ? 
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FIRST FRENCHMAN. 

Caught before lie was well off the perch. Ho fought 
like a devil, but a sabre cut settled him. 

UABETTK. 

Killed ! 

BOAZ. 

Horrible * shocking ! Murder ! {iakmi} out his wimoran- 
dma’^book), Vot*s his name? 

SECOND FRENCHMAN. 

I think they called him Smith. 

HOAZ. 

Smitli ! — catch me ! I am toad ! 

FIRST FRENCHMAN. 

Yes, lieu^nant Sampson Smith. The Sampson I’ll 
swear to. 

BOAZ {Jookiug at book). 

I am better : my Smith is John. 

RABE'J’TE. 

Poor soul ! and is he really killed ? 

FIRST FRENCHMAN. 

Killed ! Oh no, carved a little, nothing more. A nd now 
Nicole, for a second game. 

* NICOLE, 

Not I — a plague on these English dogs, say I ! They’ve 
spoilt Verdun, 

Enter P allmall. 

FAIXMALL. 

Politeness, Monsieur Nicole, politeness to the captive. 
If we are dogs, can’t you skin us and be civil ? 

BABETTE. 

Oh, Monsieur Pallmall, never mind Nicole. Doesn'^t all 
Verdun love the dear prisoners, the charming English ? 

BOAZ. 

Aren't all our bouses open to you ? 
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PALI.MAT.L, 

All. In Ireland, the pi" pays the rent : in Verdun the 
pig’s an Englishman, Oh, only to see how your house- 
keepers squabble for a lodger! Such hospitality ! 1 was 

never so fought for by the women in all my life. 

noAz. 

And isn’t our pockets open to you, isn't my pocket open ? 

PALLMALL. 

Open as a rat-trap ; but 1 sha’n’t nibble, Boaz. No, 
you don’t toast cheese for me. As for the innocent sailors — 
the poor salt-water babes that you swallow like oysters, 
by the dozen — 

liOAZ. 

Vot voiild dey do vidout me? Ven deir allowance is 
gone, vy den — . 

PALL MALL. 

Gone ! It never comes : you pounce upon it by the way, 
like an old hawk on a carrier-pigeon. 

noAz. 

Dey vill drink — dey vill gamble — poor tings — only to 
lose de time. 

PALLMALL. 

And you’ll be gambled with for tempting ’em, brave, 
unsuspecting fellows! You’ll be one of the devil’s dice, 
depend on’t. » 

JJOAZ. 

Mister Mallpall ! Devil’s dice ! 

PALLMALL. 

Listen. He’ll find two rascally money-lenders — ^if be 
ean — with as many spots upon them as yourself : and, on 
niglits of chicken hazard, he’ll rattle you all three together 
in a redhot dice-box. That’s your fate. 

BOAZ. 

Ha! Mister Mallpall! vot I do ish kindness. I have 
no profits — dc taxes cats up all. 

BABJ2TTK. 

Yes, indeed—* since the war, the taxes are dreadful. 
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PALLMALL. 

All comes of being born in Prance — should live in Eng- 
land. 


BABETTE. 

What, have you never a tax in England ? 

PALLMALL. 

We haven’t the word in our language. There are two 
or three duties, to be sure; but then, with us, duties arc 
pleasures. As for taxes, you’d make an Englishman stare 
only to mention such things. 


BOAZ. 

Inteed ? ha I ha ! charming place ! Den vidout taxes 
how do you keep up de government ? 


PALLMALL. 

Keep it up? Like an hour-glass: when one side's quite 
run out, we turn up the other and go on again. 


BOAZ. 

And nobody paid for turning, I suppose. Ha! ha! 
Veil, veil, good morning, Mr. Mallpall ; and if ever you 
vant Boaz de Jew 


PALLMALL. 

I want notliing. I’m a philosopher, and can })lay the 
flute. , [L\vit Boaz into Cafe, 

BABETTE. 

That you can. 

PALLMALL. 

Or how should I get through my captivity? Half the 
morning 1 devote to “ God save the King,” while the 
afternouns I give to “ Barney leave the girls alone.” 

BABETTE. 

And I’ve remarked you never play any thing but those 
two tunes. 

PALLMALL. 

Never; and that on the finest patriotic principle 

{AMe) I don’t know any other. [Ea;eunt into Cafe, 
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^ PALLMALI,. 

Brother to a beggar — without a shilling, without a 
hope ! 

HKYDAY. 

Avast, Peter ! I'll not brag about the shillings ; but in 
the cockpit they let us have any allowance of hope. So 
haven t I hope and a sword ? 

PALLMALL. 

1 rather you had a goose and a needle. Polly, if you 
marry there, you marry without a penny. In six months a 
cannon-ball may make you a midshipmaifs widow, and then 
how will you live ? 

POLLY. 

I shall not trouble you, sir. As a midshipman's widow, I 
shall live upon my pension. 

P ALLMALL. 

Live upon your moonshine ! Home with you — home ! 

POLLY. 

Now, Peter. {Running towards Fiuebrace.) 

FIREBRACE. 

Eh, my pretty countrywoman ! An Englishman ! and-— 
what ! — my old shipmate, Tom Heyday ? 

HEYDAY. 

Basil Firebrace — no, damn it 'm not glad to see you 
here. Well ! how arc you ? Caught like the rest of us by 
Jean Crapaud Tell me — no — ^it can't be. — They\e never 
had the impudence to take the old Iftvincible ? 

FIREBRACE. 

No, no,’ I left her, obtained my commission only six 
weeks since. 'Tis a long story, and will serve with our 
grog ; but the short of it is, a heavy gale and a lee shore. 
We ran hard aground ; tlie Frenchmen came down upon us, 
— we made fight, but 'twashard work, fifty to one ; the end 
was, we were caught, and in a few days began our march to 
Verdun. I arrived this afternoon, showed to the command- 
ant, obtained parole, and here, with heavy heart, though 
laughing face, Tom, here I am, prisoner of war. 
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HEYDAY. 

And here are three hundred of us, of no more service to 
Old England than a dead marine. Still things might have 
been worse; for brandy's cheap, and the women doat upon 
us. So Basil, my boy, you shall laugh and drink, and — 
eh ! avast — you’re lieutenant now, ana Tom Heyday’s but 
a reefer still. 

FJREBRACE. 

My friend, Tom, my old, young friend, whatever I may 
be. A prisoner of war. Ha ! Tom, IVe something at my 
heart, something that makes captivity bitter indeed. 

HEYDAY. 

Captivity ! Humph ! ’tisn't a sweet draught, drink it 
from as fine a cup as we may ; but wry faces don’t help it 
down ; so laugh, laugh and swallow. Here’s an Englishman 
— a — a — ph i loso))h cr . 

FIllRBKACK. 

Of what ship, sir ? 

PALLMALL. 

What ship? Of the I-ondon, sir; an excellent ship; 
fool that I was to quit her. I’d no watch to keep, feared 
no weatlier, ate when I liked, drank when I chose, took my 
own liberty days; and, more than all, was my own purser. 

FI REBRACE. 

I might have discovered as much — a sleek citizen caught 
on the wing by Buonaparte. 

POLLY. 

m 

And very shameful conduct of him.. They said jieace 
was made, and all was comfortable, and so brother Peter 
and I thought we’d go to Paris for a w^eek, just to learn the 
language, and look at the new bonnets. 

FIREBRACE. 

A most commendable purpose. 

PALLMALL. 

She says nothing of the smuggling ; but with her 'twas 
lace, not language. The peace of Amiens ! If ever I trust 
to any other p^ace of Buonaparte’s making 
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POLLY. 

All your own fault — for still they might have let us live 
in Pans, but for that shocking habit of yours. 

1* ALLMALL. 

Patriotism, Polly, patriotism. 

POLLY. 

Patriotism ! Would you think it, sir ? he c|uarrelled with 
some French dragoons, because he would insist, that the 
best cocoa-nuts grew on Primrose-hill, and that birds of 
paradise flew about St. James‘‘s. 

PALLMALL. 

And wasn’t that patriotism ? They abused the British 
climate, and I championed my native air. Asa sailor, isn't 
* it your duty to die for your country? 

FIREBRACK. 

Most certainly. 

PALLMALL. 

As a civilian, Yis mine to lie for her. Courage isn’t con- 
fined to fighting. No, no — whenever a Frenchman throws 
me down a lie — for the honour of England, I always 
trump it. 

POLLY. 

Yes, brother; but recollect, how very often you play the 
first card. 

PALLMALL. 

And if I do colour England upti little for these French- 
men, after all,'tis but a little; just a touch here, and a touch 
there. 

FIREBRACE. ' 

Take a sailor’s advice, sir; don't colour at all. Where 
nature has done so well, there’s little need of paint or 
patches. 

POLLY. 

What a lovely sentiment ! Why couldn't I think of it 
when Ma'amselle La Nymphe wanted me to wear rouge ? 

Madame La Hose rum down the stage^ followed hy Madame 

ViOLETTE. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Victoire ! Victoire! dear Captain, victoire ! 
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FIREBEACE. 

What! am I to consider myself disposed of? And Madame 
La Rose, are you the fortunate possessor ? 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

I am that happy woman. 

POLLY. 

Well, if ever! And has our landlady been playing cards 
for a lodger ? 

PALLMALL. 

Why not ? Though, considering the worth of an English-* 
man in this town, ’tis very high gambling. 

POLLY. 

Well ! I’m glad she has won, however. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

{Gimng card to Firebrace.) Our address, sir — we sup 
at nine ; we shall be so happy — ^you’ll so doat upon Psyche. 

FIREBRACE. 

Psyche ! Is she handsome ? 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Beautiful — and can do everything but speak. 

FIREBRACE. 

The perfection of a woman. Eh ! — oh! I sec — ha ! ha ! 
the poodle. 

MAdVmE LA ROSE. 

The poodle. To say nothing of your next door neigh- 
bour, such a nice old Englishman! And he has a daughter 
who sings — 

. FIREBRACE, 

Sings \ Humph I and plays the piano with the window 
up, no doubt ? (Aside.) 1 wish I had known that. 

POLLY. 

Oh, she plays beautiful ! The trebles, and the tenors, 
and the basses, all mixed up together, with such shaking ! 

FIREBRACE. 

I know ; musketry, swivels, and heavy guns. (Aside) Fd 
rather have fallen to the cockatoo and monkey. 
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HEYDAY. 

And, Basil, you must keep a good look-out — all here, 
English and French, give chase to her. Such eyes for 
killing ! Small-arms in the tops are as nothing to ’em, 

FIREBRACE* 

{Aside to /dm,) Ila, Tom ! Til tell you a secret. ’Tis 
my faith, and I shall die in it, there is l)iit one pair of eyes 
ill all thcworlS. 

HEYDAY. 

What ! captured, and taken in tow already r* I'hen old 
Clumners girl — 

FIREBRACE. 

Who ? Channel ? Captain Channel ! The — the — don't 
speak — not a word — the Channel of — the Temeraire ? 

HEYDAY. 

Old Channel of the Temeraire. 

FIREBRACE. 

He is not here ! 

HEYDAY. 

He was, half an Iiour since ; for I saw him. He and his 
daughter are here. The old .tar went to Paris, like 
other fools, in the peace. He made a run for it, but was 
taken with the girl on the coast. Here he is on parole, and 
here is Miss Clarina with him. What, Basil ! why yoiiVe 
as white as a purser's clerk at the first broadside. 

FIREBKACE. 

Not SO, Tom, I — I— was but startled at the trick of 
fortune, the — ha ! ha! — the chance of war, to bring us here 
— here together, (Aside,) My wife I my blessed one ! 

HEYDAY. 

Why, man, you tremble, and — 

FIREBRACE. 

Tremble ? — tut ! 1 own I am astonished— delighted ; ha! 
ha ! yes, delighted ; for I know old Channel — an excellent 
fellow. I must see him, and immediately. 

Wtlirptra Public Mbfarf 

tmm ^ y otit ^5"* 3 . V'5’ 
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HEYDAY. 

He is now at the Caf^ Imperial, here to the larboard, 
ril take you there. 

FIREBRACE (^0 MADAME LA ROSE). 

And the captain is your neighbour— your next-door 
neighbour ? And your house — it isn't far i No ? 1 thought 
not. Bear up, then! 

HEYDAY. 

But larboard lies the captain. 

FIREBRACE. 

Starboard the lodging. I must, you know, l(K)k at my 
lodging, must look at my berth, and after pay my respects 
to the captain. In this case, comfort first, and then duty. 
And so, in my eyes thou most lovely of landladies, having 
such a neighbour, — out reefs, and crowd sails for the 
harbour! [^Exit with Madame la Rose. 

MADAME VJOLETTE. 

His arm about her waist 1 I have had a most fortunate 
deliverance. \^Exit Madame Violktte. 

POLLY. 

Ha ! ha ! how the lieutenant flics — and how he makes our 
little landlady fly too ! 

P ALLMALL. 

And now they stop at Madame La Rose’s door— and 
now — • * 

POLLY. 

The lieutenant runs to the next house ! Now he knocks, 
rd swear it, a true lover’s knock — and now — 

PALLMALL. 

He’s vanished, and the Frenchwoman twirls round and 
round, and lifts up her hands for her lodger. So, so : I 
think Captain Channel had better hasten home. If I see 
him, ’twill be neighbourly to hint as much, 

POLLY. 

There again ! Because you haven’t the heart to fall in 
love yourself, you must spoil the little love of every body 
else ; just like the boy who blabbed about the stolen apples, 
only because he hadn’t the courage to go into the orchard. 
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HEVBAY. 

Not SO, Polly ^ I^etjef want courage! only ask Babette^ — 
ask her — 


PAtt-MALL. 

Nothing impertinent- If I do prattle with Babette, ’‘tis 
only for the sake of her French* 

poi-i-y. 

Her French ! ha ! ha 1 ha ! 


PALLMALI*. 

I’m sure she has a delicious accent. 


POLLY. 

No doubt. I caught you taking it from her very lips 
only yesterday. 

# PALLMALL. 

Polly Pallmall, I am your elder brother — and— and — ^in 
a word, no man makes a fool of himself, who is not justified 
by such folly, in preventing the rest^f his family from 
following his example. So take my fraternal arm — come 
home ; and to employ your mind, translate Pamela, or 
Virtue Rewarded.’^ As for this love nonsense, my friend, 
we shall be exchanged soon and go to London. 

HEYDAY. 

Go to London ! Then I wish you would do me this little 
favour ; just call upon the lords of the admiralty, and tell 
'em after fourteen years'* service — for it must have slipped 
their memories — that Xom Heyday^s only a midshipman 
still. 

pallmall. 

With pleasure ; 1 promise it. And should their lord- 
ships condescend to take the hint, I shall be happy to see 
you — when tlieyVe made you rear-admirid* ^Eofeunt. 



o 
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S(EN£lI. — C aptain Channel's Lodgings, — Ciarina 
and FiRLBRAcr dUcomred. 

FIULBRACr. 

Ciarina, dear Ciarina * your voice — oh, it hath been with 
me in battle and in tempest ! — let me hear it now — sweet 
love— dear wife! 

CLARINA. 

I did not think joy had so iicree a moment. Basil ! — ► 
husband ' 

iiRLBiiArr. 

That word ! husband ♦ It fi Is my heart with bliss— my 
eyes with tears. There — so — we must laugh now — ^laugh, 
love — laugh • Hang it • no — my heart’s too full for laughter 
yet! 

CLARINA. 

I'his sudden happiness ! It makes me childish. I almost 
fear to quit your hand lest I should wake — as 1 have waked 
— from dreams, to find jou gone. 

FIREBIIACI. 

I have had my dreams too — dreamt with open eyes, Ha ^ 
many a time have you walked the middle watch with me. 
Wlien the sky was pitch, the wind a gale, and the sea raoun 
tains — then have you paced the deck with me— then have I 
felt you nestling at my arm— then ha\e I looked into your 
loving ejes, and my heart has melted at jour gentle voice. 

CLARINA. 

Was I so often with you f Had you indeed such visions'!^ 

riRFBRACB. 

Or I had died of melancholy. If fancy did not some- 
times cheat the sailor’s heart with sounds and faces brought 
from home, the heart must break, be sure on*t. 

^ CLARINA. 

I have so much to tell you ! 

FJREBRACi:. 

And you shall tell it— tell it again and again— and Til 
listen as (hough X heard a mermaid sing. I Vill, by this 
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kiss! Ha, wife! now I look into your eves, taste the 
sweetness of your lip, I know this is no shipboard fancy — 
no fading vision of the middle watch. 

CLARINA. 

And my own history told — all the hopes— the cares that 
—Hark ! 

FI REBRACE. 

What alarms you, wife ? 

CLARINA. 

Oh that name ! — so dear and yet so terrible ! 

FIREBRACB. 

Terrible ! 

CLARINA. ^ 

I thought I heard my fathers step ; and the sound that 
should he music to a daughter’s ear, struck to my heart 
reproach and terror, 

FIREBRACE. 

Even yet he knows not of our marriage ? 

CLARINA. 

JNo— though a hundred times I have been tortured to 
declare it. 

FIREBRACE. 

Tortured, and for me! He suspects and persecutes 
you ? • 

CLARINA. 

No. His love for me — I did not think it possible — 
increases with his years. So kind, so generous-^to me so 

g entle ! There's not a day he does not call me his frank — 
is honest child I And when he has heard of disobedience 
such as mine, he has caught me in his, arms, and pitying the 
'parent so deceived, with pride has called me his own true- 
hearted girl — ^his noble daughter. Was not this torture ? 

FIREBRACE. 

It must be ended — shall be. 

CLARINA. 

Not yet— I have your promise, Basil ? 

c 2 
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VIRLBBACE. 

Nay, my oath. You asked my promise. 'Twas your 
6rst bridal request ; and in the gratitude of an exulting 
heart, I swore never to divulge our secret— you not con- 
senting. I know the place— * the time. Two years since— 

CLARINA, 

Two years this very day. Do you not recollect this 
dress ? I have worn it only one day since we paited. 

FlEnfiKACE. 

I led you from the altar. At the church door took a 
husband’s first — last kiss, and with a mournful, yet a hoping 
heart, departed for the ocean. I return — return upon my 
wedding day ! a happy omen. So, no tears— no more tears, 
Clarina. 

^ CLARINA. 

Oh, Basil i my joy, my gratitude, to meet you still the 
same — 

imEBR\CE. 

Stay — I am not the same. • 

CLARINA. 

No! 

riRLBRACI. 

Ko— love has made me forget my dignity. I left a pool, 
almost hopeless midshipman — I return lieutenant. See — 
here’s my commission; almost the only thing I’ve kept from 
Frenchmen’s fingers Here it is; and sa^— is’t not a pretty 
present for a wedding day? Yes— a lieutenant’s lady. 
Fortune means nobly by us— or she liad never brought me 
back at such a moment. I see it all * I shall soon get e\** 
chan^d— the war continues — now lieutenant— soon com- 
mander— captain— admiral— a knighthood— an earldom and 
—yes, I sec you at court— and myself, after some fifty years, 
honourably laid in Westminster Abbey. Ha! lia! what 
say you to the prospect, wife? 

CLARINA. 

Beautiful ! though 1 hope, Basil, I may never see its 
termination. 

Flltr BRACE. 

Nay, a sad lopk ia ingratitude to fortune; so laughs Clarina, 
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laugh ; and rcmembcriog that you are now a lieutenant’s 
wife, you shall tell the story of our disobedience ; or rather, 
you shall let me tell it to your father, who will swear — 
storm^and then most heartily bless us. So not another tear, 
no — though Hwere worth a diamond. The captain is so 
noble— so generous — 

Enter Captain Cuannel and Biaver. 

CHANNJL.L. 

Wliat\ that of the captain ? Come, youngster, don’t malcP 
my girl blusli with fine speeches about hei fatlier. 

1 IRLBRACF. 

Dear sir — I am happy, rejoiced to see you. 

CHANNI L. 

Then, sir — ^your happiness is devilish impel tinent; and 
you icjoice like a traitor. I am not happy to see you No 
— It makes me unhappy to see another English face. I 
would I were the only Englishman here — jes, the Robinson 
Crusoe among the savages Well — how aic you, Basil — 
how aic jou, boy ^ Though 1 would rather you were at the 
devil than here, for you are a fine fellow : still, how are 
youP 

lIRrBRACE. 

Well, sir, well — and as happy as I can be in such a 
place 

CIJANNLI*. 

So, you ran aground, eh? Tom Heyday’s told me the 
yam. Aground I what a beautiful world this would be, if 
it was all salt water. Still you had a fight for it — you 
weren't caught as I was like an old woman in a shower, 
without her umbrella. Ugh ! I must go to Pans I 

(t ARINA. 

Dear father, why this constant self-reproach P 

CHANKEI, 

No reproach at all, girl. I’m glad they caught mo. I 
deserved it. I was an ass — a gull— a greenhorn, yes, green 
as a leek, at sixty. I now should liave been upon my own 
beautiful quarter-deck, treating the rascals with grape and 
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cani^?— and here I am, doomed for my ans, to hear them 
crow over us, and to gulp thar brandy. Wheugh . But 1 
d^ve it— I’m glad I’ve got it, glad-damned glad. 


FIREBUACE. 

Why sir, I take it, time here must move heavily. 

CHANKKt. 

Not at all, sir. Nothing moves heavily in France— here, 
Titae himself is a dancing^master. No, never was better 
occupi^ — don’t stare — never ! 

FIBEBfiACE. 

HoW, sir ? 

CHANNEL. 

How ? In the first place, we make paper boats, and ^im 
’em inlhe gutter ; then we teach the little boys to sing “ Rule 
liritannia,^ and pay ’em for doing it; and the^ when we 
want a long, loud, wholesome laugh— isn’t there Buonaparte 
—good fellow ! who writes his bulletins especially to amuse 
us? Besides this, don’t they allow us cards and dice, that 
we may pick pockets without being hanged for it ? 

firebrace. 

Truly, sir, the recreations are numerous. 

CHANNEL. 

Yet rU give you a little bit of advice. As you must 
employ your time, buy a^iarrot, and for the honour of your 
count^, teach her every word of Magna Charts. 

firebrace. 

I acknowledge the patriotism of the task but fear my 
merits as a schoolmaster. 

* ' . CHANNEL. 

Above all— if you’d keep your parole, keep quiet. Else 
they ’ve an ugly tdace they call the Fortress ot Biche, and 
: to flhat they thatch you o% and when there, stow you in 
cells hp bigger than stone bottles. Yes- B^bo 
of terrdr . Bicbe-— Biche— everything Biche. They 11 

eknd you there for,,0idy looking bihous, sneezing too loud, 
<Sr,e«W Froichroen. Biche— but 
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flREBEACE. 

Thanks for your counsel, sir. 1 hope to prove a most 
peaceful, exemplary prisoner* 

channel. 

You always were a sensible, spirited fellow, and so was 
your father, whom I loved dearly. Yes, Basil, I know you 
are as incapable of senseless riot, as of the least falsehood, 
the sliglitest deceit. Fve always said so to Clarina; haven’t 
I, girl ? 

CLAKINA. 

Yes, sir — yes. But, father, you have forgotten Mr. 
Beaver. 

CHANNEL. 

Your pardon, Beaver — the truth is, I was so glad to see 
Basil. No — not glad — but you know what I’d say. Here, 
Basil. Mr. Beaver — an Englishman — a merchant. Beaver, 
my young friend Basil Firebrace. (Aside to Basil.) An 
excellent fellow is Beaver : none of your fair-weather craft 
— ^but taut — trim, and sea-worthy — and — but this is a secret 
— devilish fond of Clarina. {Aside to Beaver.) A noble lad, 
that Basil ; if bullets spare him, he’ll be admiral, depend 
on it. 

BEAVEB. 

(To Basil.) Sir, ’twill be to me a happiness to make 
the friendship of one so honoured by the esteem of Captain 
Channel. * 

FIREBRACE. 

Sir — I — I — (aside.) Damn it! Why do I stammer at him ? 
I — ^'twill give me pleasure, sir— to— to — 

CHANNEL. 

’ There, that will do— you both know what you both 
mean. Well, Basil, only to think that we three should meet 
here prisoners ! Do you recollect, you dog, two years mp, 
when you were at my little wigwam, just out of Yar- 
mouth? 

• FIREBRACE. 

Recollect, sir !— It has formed the subject of my happiest 
remembrance. 
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B LAYER. 

{A$i<k.) Has it so ? 

CHANNEL. 

Wc were merry, to be sure ! I never was such a boy in 
all my life. Do you remember that evening, when I’d 
the gout, when you wagered I couldn’t go aloft in the 
apple-tree ? 

FIREBRACE. 

To be sure, sir — ha I ha ! 

CHANNEL. 

1 laid 1 could, and 1 sent you and Clary round tlio walk 
into the paddock to see me come out perched u})on the 
truck of it ; and, you dog, don’t you remember — ha ! ha ! 
how I pelted you with pippins, that you were both glad to 
run away, and hide yourselves, eh ? Well ; wc were merry 
then. When your leave was up, and you went aboard, I’m 
sure I missed you ; and for Clary here — I don’t know how 
it was, but she was as dull as a dog-fish. 

BEAVER. 

(Aside.) Indeed ? 

[ Drwns heard m the street^ Iteaiing the retreat, 

FIB HB RACE. 

What’s that? 

CilAKNEL. 

That ! That means, all of us must go to bed, or seem to 
go to bed. That’s their evening hymn upon parchment. 
Od Basil ! have you secured a Derth ? 

FIRSUIKACE. 

Yes, sir; 1 had forgotten to say, I am your next-door 
neighbour. ^ 

CHANNEL. 

"What, one of the chickens to be picked by Madame La 
Hose ? Not that she's the worst of ’em. Next door, eh P 

firebrage: 

Yes, sir; my window, as my landlady tells me, is the^ 
left one, looking into yout garden. 
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CHANNEL. 

Why, you and Beaver will be messmates, then, He’b 
aboard that ship too. 

BEAVER. 

And most happy that it has fallen so. I trust we shall 
soon be fast friends. 

JblltEBRACE. 

I hope so. 

CHANNEL. 

There, belay fine speeches, and — but here comes your 
sbe-captain, purser, and all. 

pMter M ADAML La Rose. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

A million pardons, sweet lieutenant. 

TlUl IJRACF. 

{Jsufe.) Lieutenant! Now she has secured me, slic drops 
the captain. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

A million pardons — supper smokes. 

CHANNEL. 

Then, good night. There, go like good boys ; and mind, 
I shall have an eye upon you both. (Jstdeto Blaver.) When 
they are all turned in, come back. I’ll have the door left 
on the latch, and then well finish our chess. Good night. 
Come, shake hands with Clarina, both of you. 

beaver. 

{Approaching Clarina.) Fair lady, the sweetest rest 
attend you. 

riREBRACE. 

{To Clarina.) Goodnight; good — (aside) the words 
choke me (aside to her.) The window to the left. Good 
night, madam ; good — 

CHANNEL. 

There, that will do. Good night, Madame La Rose — 
good night, all. 

[The drums beat under ifte mndow. Channel leads 

# Clarina to her chamber, MaDame La Ro.sk 
awaits Basil and Beaver, who exeunt with ceremotty, 
hiring to Clarina. 
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Scene ApartmerU in the House of Madame La 

Rose* Tabk laid for kupper, FoUing^doore^ <md view of 

garden at hOfCk — Moonlight. Discovered at tahle^ Madamc 

La Hose, Beaver, Pallmall, Ciifnillk, Polly Pali- 

MALL and others. Monsieur La Hose waUmg. 

MADAME LA ROSE* 

Themistocles, 

MONSIEUR LA ROSE. 

Here, wife. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Wife ! Some salt. 

CHENILLE. 

Monsieur La Rose, this fncandeau of yours is worthy 
of a statue, parole ^honneur ' 

tallmall. 

Delicious, Monsieur La Rose. I shall never look on 
veal again, dead or alive, without thinking of you. 

CHENILLE. 

And for the >auce, a man might eat his own dcath^war* 
rant with it-^ParoU d'honnmr ! 

POLLY. 

Ob, Mr. Rose, I n^ver did taste such rabbits; they 
are quite ducks. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Messieurs— Ma’amselle— don’t , you’ll turn the poor 
man's brain. 

CHENtlLF. 

The fticandeau is divine — the rabbits superb ; but I 
pity you English, you never tasted Monsieur’s own dish — 
nis consomnii de grenouilles ; once cat it, and you’d make 
your will, and die happy— Paro^ d honneur ' 

PALLMALL. 

(Aside,) This won’t do; must trump him. Pooh* it’s 
nothing ; and as for pity— I pity you French. Talk of 
con^anm de gremuUks^ did you ever taste our haims 
corpus f Nor you ? Nor yoij r No f Ha ! 
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MONSIKUR LA ROSE. 

In the first place, there is our beautiful little frog — 

PALLMALL. 

Little frog ! Pooh ! In England the frogs are as big 
as beavers ; ar n't they, sir ? 

BEAVER. 

Possibly ; I am no naturalist. 

FALLMALL. 

Quite as big ; and twice as sagacious. 

CHENILLE. 

(TV) Pallmall, rwaw^.) Parole d*honneur? 

PALLMALL. 

{Ruing,) Parole (Thonneur ! 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

But where's the lieutenant ? He won’t take anything — 
he can’t have gone to bed. Theinistocles, run up stairs, 
and — Oh ! I’m in such raptures ; here he comes. 

Enter Firebeace. 

Theinistocles, a chair. My dear lieutenant — Themistocles, 
the fricandeau ! 

POLLY. 

Won’t the lieutenant try the rabbits ? 

pibebrace. 

Thanks — thanks ; I thought 1 was hungry as an ogre, 
but have somehow lost all appetite ; ’tis the— rthe air of 
Verdun, I believe. 

f CHENILLE. 

Beautiful air, Monsieur. No such air in the whole 
world-— Parofo dhonnear I 

PALLMALL. 

Pooh ! nothing to the air of England. That goes ten 
times as far — it must, you know, for it’s ten times as thick. 

FIREDBACE. 

Ha J ha ! well said, counti^man; But, gentlemen, some 
wine; a toast with it. jSer^'s a speedy exchange, or a 
speedy peace! 
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CllBNItLE. 

Ha, Mc&sieurs, i^iCt that magnificent Bordeaux ^ 

PALLMAU . 

Very well for France ; but you should ta'^te our Lon- 
don Bordeaux. 

n&EBEACE. 

(Aside,) I have watched — yet no sign^no sound Theie 
sits my rival ! The thought turns my blood to flame. 

fiLAVi R (to mi brace). 

You have known the captain some years? 

firebracl 

(Aside.) Yet has he not dared to speak to hci. No !— of 
that I am assured. 

BRAVF R. 

I was observing, sir — 

riREBRACS. 

Your paidon my thoughts were absent 
BEAVER. 

— That tbe captain was no recent fnend. 

riREBRACE. 

I have knoun him, need I say lo\ed him, since my boy- 
hood. My father died in battle in his arms ; the memory 
of such events draws hearts together with a tuple cord. 

BEAVER. 

The— 'the young lady is handsome / 

FIREBRACl. 

It IS her least praise. 

B1 A\ER 

Accomplished too? 

I IREBRACC. 

The world allows it. 

BFA\ER. 

And her heart, I doubt not, is — 

riKUmAc E. 

Pure and prioeLa*^ as a $tar in heaven* 
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BEAVER. 

Oh, sir* I perceive in female excellence you are an 
enthusiast. 

FXREBEACE. 

T hope so, for I had a mother^, 

BEAVER. 

(Aside,) Subtly turned — ^yet Pll tent him further. Tlie 
lady will make an admirable wife ? 

riREBttACE. 

Sir, there is no man worthy of her. 

BEAVER. 

Indeed ! Truly tis pitiful that a young lady, from her 
very excellence, should live and die unpaired, like phoenix. 

riHEBIlACE. 

(Aside.) There’s a damned meaning in his sneer. 


BEAVER. 

Pity that some man, expressly fashioned for the wonder, 
h^d not been vouchsafed us, if only for the sake of this dull 
wicked world, to multiply examples. 

FI REBRACE. 

Sir, you have chosen a theme — 

[ Tk^ sound of a harp is heard* 


BEAVER. 

Hush * the lady plays. 

FIREBRACE. 

(Aside.) It is her hand. It plucks my heart-^strings. 

(ClaRINA is heard to sin^f icithotU. 

The dove ’6 in the bough, and the lark ’s in the com, 

And folded to rest are the lilies of mom j 
In balm falls the dew, and the moon's tender light 
Kobes upland and valley ; good night, love, good night 1 

Mao. La Rose, Chbniloe, and otken »« «#« <mrieof 
th« f>re0<»ng Satoffue gone off. 
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POLLY. 

There ! a love song^mounlight and all ! Isn’t it like a 
novel? 

(F1BEBRACE9 who has during the eong retired up iJiC Uage^ 
goes off through the folding^daore^) 

BRAVER. 

(Aside.) He steals to the garden, led by heart and ears. I 
have no moment to lose ; the father’s promise once secured, 
she's mine irrevocably. 

POLLY. 

Music and moonlight ! They always make me feel quite 
foolish. 

PALLMALL. 

( Who eontintm eating.) An excellent fricandeau —for France 
-—to be sure. 

POLLY. 

(In abstradion^ Pallmall not attending to her.) Oh, Tom 
Heyday ! I feel now that I could go and sit in one of those 
arbours, and looking at the moon, with a white handkerchief 
in one hand and a romance under my elbow, weep deli- 
ciously. — Ah ! Tom Heyday ! I shall never sleep com- 
fortably if 1 don’t first go and cry a little under that willow- 
tree. [Going towards garden. 


« PALLMALL. 

Polly, where arc you going ? 

POI.LY. 

Going to hear the nightingale. 

PALLMALL. 

Shea's hoarse and doesn’t sing to-night ; so go to bed. 
POLLY. 

Peter, you have no sentiment, no respect for melancholy. 

PALLMALL. 

Respect ! If I was to take off my hat to all your blue 
devils, I should never be covered. To bed with you— I 
like to hear the nightingale myself, between the sheets. 
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POLLY. 

Stars I flowers! dew-drops! moonlight and a lover 
kneeling ! ah, Peter ! tha^s real poetry. 

P ALLMALL. 

Real rheumatism, if the gentleman kneels long. Bed, 
Polly, bed. 

♦ POLLY. 

And then, with faithful ring-doves cooing from a bush 
{^screams). Oh, Peter ! 

PALLMALL (risinff), 

WliaPs the matter ? 

roi.LY. 

It’s a — a spasm. (Aside) *Tis the lieutenant ! 

PALLMALL. 

Spasm ! I knew how 't would be : it’s those rabbits. 
POLLY. 

Rabbits ! unromantic fellow ! Your vulgarity, Peter, 
would kill a whole circulating library. Oh I another stitch ! 
{Aside) Well, if he isn’t trying to climb the wall ! 

PALLMALL. 

It’s the moon— she plays the devil with stitches ; so, to 
bed. 

Mons. La Rose and Servant cor%e on at hach and close 
doors and windows. 

* POLLY. 

(Aside.) They’re locking the door— shutting the windows. 
If the lieutenant wanted to come in, he’d knock. An ap- 
pointment J that’s real love. I sha’n’t sleep a wink for 
thinking of ’em. 

PALLMALL. 

To bed, Polly, — I say, to bed. (Offering her a light which 

he has taken from M. La Rose). 

POLLY . 

(Aside.) How he’ll swear, and how she'll believe him ! 
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POIiLV, 

! (matehMcandlettiek/i/'om him.) Buty^ ll not be my 
tyrant always. 'Bed ! No, 1 shall be mamed wme day, 
and When I am once married — I’ll never— no, 1 11 never to 
tobe^; Hark I {The^UheardyandCuMyA nngimthovt.) 

Thy heart, may it waken to peace, like the dove ; 

■ liike the lark, may it offer it» gladness above ; 

And lilies, that open their treasures of white, 

' Resemble thy fortune ; good night, love, good night I 

[P ALLMALL and Polly exeuvd as verse conclude. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

ScEKC I.— Captain Ciianvisl’s Apartments. GarJtn seen 
m from teimioto. Bi avi R dlscorered at trhdow. 

in AVI B. 

Tlie love-bird has ceased her ditty. 1 have heard her sing 
a bundled times — yet never as to-night , her heait gushed 
with lici voice. ’ Twas to him she sang — to him ^ W hat 
curse of foitiine is upon me to bring them, and so strangely, 
together * If she can be mine with peace, with honour, will; 
—if not, theie's nought that brain can plan, or hcaitcan 
evecute, shall stay me, (Looluig fromiilmhw.) Ha • he 
there 1 By heavens, beneatli her window 1 I he moon streams 
full upon him. With what assured looks he ga/cs upwards ! 
— her hand ! she leans fr<mi out the casement * — She, who 
seemed the very soul of meekness, she — with frozen, nun- 
like looks and lips of virgin wax * She * — oh, woman ' 

Enter Channel carrying a chess-hoard 
CHANNLL. 9 

Here Vis, as we left the game k^t night. 

BEAVER. 

{Abstractedly.) Clouds swim before the moon— and now-— ^ 
CUANKI u 

Swim before the moon ! Beaver, ~why man, arc you 
writing a sonnet P 

BJCAVER, , 

The— the beauty of the night, sir-— I— 
channel. 

When I was first in love, I tried that sort of nngle my- 
self. I got as far as Oh mbon ” and there I let go the 
anchor. 


V 
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Bl^AVRit^ 

Your first love^ sir ? «e»tV(jbeo*) Now 

I see him not. Your first love, sir t 

CdAKHBt* 

As 1 thought it* Ua ! ha * I was than a midshipman of 
sighteent ana whan I first left Plymouth Nancy, there was 
omy one thing that kept me from drowning myt^elf. 

BEAVFR. 

Indeed) sir, and what was that t 

chanbcl. 

I tumbled overboard by accident, and didn’t like the 
sensation. At last 1 was quite cured of my love for Nanev ; 
and who do you think cuied me ^*-**-why a Jew slup'*seirer 
«witb red hair. 

BEAVER. 

How, sir ? 

ClIANNrL* 

How ? he married her; ha! ha *^Come, Beaver, now for 
our hard fought game. (TA^sit) Ma! Mr. Beaver, tins 
is kind of you to numour an old sailor ; it helps me through 
the night, for 1 can'^t sleep. 1% who could have snored afloat 
upon a hen-coop, can't close my eyes in this — but all's one — 
here am I — there are you, ^Tis yout move, play. 

SEAVna. 

How exquisitely Ciavina sang to-night ! 

CHAKKBL. 

Why the wench can twitter — but that’s not chess. 
beaver. 

There, sir * Did you mark the words of the 

mie't 

CHAEXEL. 

Something about goo4*tdght, though I doubt if she’s in 
bed yet. 1 dorft know how it is, but ftir these last two y eai s 
aits up reading half tho night, 

be AVER. 

nt thievery hour, no doubt. 
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(HAMMBI.. 

Humph I Ha ! the queen ia--4ian|^ chess ! a cabiQ<boy 
mkht beat tne to>night. Bearer, plain-dealing is my creed; 
and I think just now, there's •something at both our hearts, 
of greater moment tlian these bits of ivory. 

BEAVAR. 

Rightly divined, sir— at mine, believe me. 

CHAtTNBL. 

Cjarina, eh? Well I have been faithful to you. I’ve never 
said a syllable about you, but you're sife there, depend on’t. 

B1 AVER. 

Forgive my passionate fears, but if another has awakened 
in her heart the — 


CHANNEI.. 

Another ’ who could he be ? You are the only man, 1 
may say, she has seen. 

BEAVER. 

Was nut Lieutenant Firebracc once your guest ? 

CHANNEL. 

What ! Basil ? ha I ha ! then a boy — a lad, who I believe 
thought more of the strawberry beds than anything beside. 
From the hour he left us till this morning, I never heard 
Clary utter his name — so 'tis plain what she thinks of him. 
No, Basil has taken my advice, miJi will never marry before 
he's captain. 

REAVBB. 

And yet, sir — 

CUANBEU 

Yet ! If you were in the churtli— the ring upon her 
finger, and the last word said — would you cease your yett 
then? 

BEAVER. 

Oh, sir ! that moment ! 

CaA^NSI.. 

That moment shall come next week.— There's my hand 
upon it. She sltall know my adsii in the morning, and you 
shall get her consent in the afiemoon. 

i>S 
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BEAV£Rj^ 

_ jQuId ahe refuse mo f 

CH/iifVKU 

There a|?ain ! Clariiia refuse when I bid her i She !— 
bless her! she’d leap from the maintop-gallant-yard, if I did 
but raise my finger. Even though she never tliought of it, 
she*d take matdmony as she would take physic, at my simple 
bidding* Hark ^ (approac/msf Clarina's door). Why, the 
slut i not in bed yet. 

BCAVER* 

Sure 1 heard a voice ! (aside.) Can it be he ? 

CHAVKFt* 

(Listening at door.) Beading~reading, loud as a ship’s 
chaplain. 

BEAVFR* 

(Aside.) Can he be there? No— impossible. Are you 
certain ’tis your daughter ^ 

CIIANNFI.. 

Certain ? ha ! ha ♦ Who should it be t Beaver, 1 ’ll 
tell you what ; I Ml punish her for this , and more, I 'll 
have this business oft* my head before I sleep (knocks at 
ehmiher door). 

BEAVER. 

What would you do, sir ? 

^CHAIVNEt, 

Do ! take her books from her; send her to bed, and bid 
her think of marriage. I say I will. Stand aside: 1 '11 call 
you when you*re wanted. (Knocks at door.) Clarina ’ 

BEAVER. 

(Asufe.) And now all’s hushed. 

channel. 

Silent f Humph! she thmks to cheat me. Clarina, 1 
Hill see you. Ctarina, 1 say ! Clarina ! 

jBlilSsr CiiABUiA J¥m mm. SMcmds m the door. Bjuvrs 
rc^iir4 into the hatmp, 

^ ^ btAEIKA. 

4aiki' 
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CHAtiKEI/. 

Caught> caught ! 90 confess* 

CLAEIKA. 

Confess ! Ob, sir ! 

CHAUmu 

Nay, your guilt is plain. In your eyes, your cheeks, I 
read your disobedience* 

GLARINA. 

(Falls at hUfeet*) Mercy, mercy, and forgive me. 

CHANNEL. 

(Raising her,) Why, Clarina, girl ! I am not angry with 
you, — that is, not very angry. (Aside) What an old sea- 
dog am I, to searcher thus ! — My child, my dear girl— kiss 
me, Clarina — you little jade, youVe been crying: don't 
deny it — you have. There aren’t real tears enough in this 
world — real, scalding, bitter tears from breaking hearts, but 
we must have a parcel of lying books, to make people cry 
double. 

CLARINA. 

(Aside,) Books! my secret then is safe. Pardon, dear 
fatlier, 1 have indeed been disobedient. 

CHANNEL. 

Now, what idle novel can have Ijept you from your bed f 
But why do I ask ? when aIlno\els arc alike ; made as they 
mix plum-puddings, only with one you've a little more 
spice, and with the other a httle more brandy. Come, sit 
and tell me all about it. *Twas a love-story, of course, that 
occupied you ? 

CLARINA. 

Yes* 

CHANNEL. 

Ha ! and the hero? Was he a cut-throat, or only a pick- 
pocket — an amiable bailey-sugar ruffian, or a magnanimous 
rose-coloured house-breaker? When i was young, girls 
used to read Pilgrim’s Progress, Jeremy 'Faylor, and such 
books of innocence ; now, young lathes know the ways of 
Newgate as well as the turnKeys. Then, books gave girls 
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bei^Uby food ; now^ silty things^ like larks in cam, 
they livOupon hemp-seed. Well — the $toi*y of the book in 
that room i 

CLARXXA. 

It is a sad onc.-^The heroine is most unhappy. 

CHANKCL. 

That’s usual. 

CLAHIVA. 

For she has been disobedient. 


CHANKFL. 

That’s nothing; for her father’s a tyrant^ a brute of 
course. 


CLA^IKA. 

The best, the noblest, kindest parent ! 


CHANNEL. 

Come, that’s civil of the writer ; he^s not often so con- 
siderate. Fathers in novels are generally dragons in white 
wigs. Well, the girl ? 

CLARINA. 

She is married. 

CHANNEL. 

What ! unknown to her father, and he you say so kind, 
W) good? 

CLAKINA. 

Her lover was her father’s friend, his youthful fnend, 
loved, assisted by him. 

CHANNEL. 

And tile young gentleman, out of pure gratitude, makes 
a fool of the daughter-rthc scoundrel ! How was the girl 
smitten ? As they kill partridges, at st sight ? 


CLARIKA. 

The lover was invited to her father’s house. When his 
duties called him thence, ’twas tbenshefelt the tiesthat bound 
her; then she felt die sweet and bitter grief of early 
loves^Mol love nurtured in secret and deceit. In one pas- 
dOOate momont, fotgctfol of her duty as a daughter, heed- 
less of himo^ VbO«d every glance was affection, whose every 
word ^ memories of her chiltf- 
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tlie gratitude, tiie respect of youtb* and became a 
wife — a wretched wife. « 


CHANNEL. 

S3o ! the villain who betrayed her duty, turned her tyrant P 

CLARINA. 

Ko; for years she never saw him ; from the day she called 
him husband. 

CHANNEL. 

Why then wretched ? 

CLARINA. 

She still dwelt with her father. The sense of her 
hypexsrisy, like a lingering poison, wore her ; and the daily 
blessing of her father, that should have fallcu like balm 
upon her, self-reproach did turn to blighting and a curse. 

CHANNEL. 

Poor thing ! but she deserved to suflPer. Wc’l, and the 
husband ? He returned ? 


CLARINA. 

He did. 

CHANNEL. 

And the father of his own sagacity discovered the match ? 


CLARINA. 

Once — they were together — such discovery was nearly 
made. 


CHANNEL. 


Ha ! and the end of the story ? 


CLARINA. 

The end? It is not yet accompHshed. 

CHANNEL. *■ 

Yes, I see; there you turned down the pt^ when 1 inter- 
rupted you. But 1 can teil tlie end of it. Oh yes, the 
young couple go upon their kne«i, the father swears a little, 
then takes out nis pocket handkendiief, wipes his eyes, and 
fotgives them. 

CLARINA. 

Is such the ending? dear fatlmr, can you promise ii'i 
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To bo sure I can, as well as if I had written it. DonH all 
novels end so? But if I were the father-— 


CLARINA. 

You — the— the— father ? Yes, sir ? 

CHAKNEL. 

I would first shoot the scoundrel who had betrayed my 
confidence, and for the |>irl — but I can’t think of it ! What * 
a creature, that one's heart is centred in— to think her the 
dwcHing-place of honesty, the very shrine of truth, and then 
to find a corening gipsy there, a smiling falsehood, a 
household wickedness I 

CLARINA. 

Father, ^parc her ! 

\_l8 about to sink in chair ^ Channel supporta her. 

CHANNEL. 

Foolish wench ! why, if Hwere yourself you could hardly 
feel nmre than for your paper heroine ; a mere thing of goose- 
quill and foolscap; only born in a gairet to be buried in a 
trunk* ril engage your sympathicb for a worthier object. 
What think you of a real husband i 


A Inibband ? 


(LARINA. 


CHANNI L. 

'Tis a somewhat unseasonable hour to talk for the first 
time of such a person ; but if young ladies care not to sit 
up half the nignt withlo\ers lent from the library — why, 
as I say, a real husband can’t be an unwelcome intruder 
among such shadowy company. I say, a husband. 


CLARINA. 

li^truth, sir, I— I cannot guess your meaning. 

CHANNEL. 

No ? Mr. Beaver's a good-looking fellow^ isn’t he ? 


CLARINA. 

He is your friends sir. 

CHANNEL* 

And— whi^t I shonld think not the worst recommenda- 
tion to a young lady — he loves you very dearly. 



THE ^RtiONBn oi: 

' ' ' ' ‘ ' ' , ** * ' 

He ! Oh, impossible ! , 

CHAIK^NEL. 

Clarina, this is unworthy of you. You are no coquet : 
you have seen, must have marked this. Briefly, Mr. 
Beaver has ray consent to marry you. 

CL ARINA. 

It cannot be — call it back, sir — I entreat, implore you. — 
By the deep love you bear me, by all the fondness, the 
undeserved fondness you have shown me, call back your 
word — ^it cannot, cannot be. 

CHANNEL. 

Cannot ! Clarina, you know my temper. Though you 
have felt it not, you Know its resolution. Answer me and 
promise. Stubborn ! silent ! Humph ! Those pestilent 
nooks ! ’Tis they liJive turned obedience into folly — ^have 
changed a kind, complying, duteous child to — but at least 
ril stay that mischief— they shall to the flames. 

[Is proceeding to Clarina’s chamher when she throws 
herself before him, 

CLARINA. 

Father ! You must not— do not— do not ! 

CHANNEL. 

Y ou promise, then ? 

CLARINA. 

To-morrow, give me till to-morrow. {Aside) I saw him — 
still he lingers. 

CHANNEL. 

That’s reasonable ; be it so, to-morrow. How now, 
you’re pale and — 

CLARINA* 

The next room, dear father ; there the air is freer — the— 
’tis nothing, 1 shall be well and suddenly. 

CHANNEL. 

Dear girl, my heart is bn this — ^’tis now my only 
care. Think you I could. TeiitVe you iu this rough, this 
wily world ? No ; you’ll sp^e my deatb«*bed that pang. I 
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Jcitov you will, and ao you'll pronu8e~yeB, nay own good 
girl, yoa’ll promise/ 

leading CtAuiHA. Bsatcb Aas ie<U<Aed part cf 
the tern fiom the haleony. Firfbkace appeartatdoor 
^CiiARiNA’s ehamler. He tyymaehea Beavlr, teho 
t$ vAowt to emt. 

FinCBBACE. 

Stay. 

BEAV&it. 

You, sir! Here! 

FtBFBBACE. 

The astonishment is poorly counterfeitod. You have 
watched me. 

BEAVEB. 

Watched ? 

FIBEBRACB. 

Ay, sir, I marked you, — watched me ' 'Twas a manly 
office, and must be rewarded. I was about to quit yon 
chamber. I marked you, crouching like a hound- and 
your eyo flashed with triumph as it encountered mine it 
flxed me here. 1 wait your questioning 
BEAVER. 

Mine? Truly, sir, I have nought to ask->nuught to 
observe. 

FIBEBRACE. 

llien, &ir,'’tis you must be the hearer. The morning 
breaks apace. In one hour my friend shall seek you, 
BEAVER. 

What wrong have t to answer ’ 

FIBFBRACE. 

You have dared to act the spy upon my doings — you 
bw dared in thought to stain a woman’s spotless fame— 
you would intrude yourself within the very sanctuary of 
her soul‘»tu make a lie, a scandal on her honour. 


BEAVER. 

Wherefore am I .censurable ? Blame you the man of 
gold who guards his chest, the man made princely by some 
predkins who watchm with a jealous eye the lewcl 
that enrkmes hiin? Tlie lady's father has transferred her, 
fdr, to hie. Ycn| ewiic. 
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rXABBBACfe. 

I mu&t. Transferred ! It is a jest almost for Plutus. 
I hear you are a man of commerce. You think a woman’s 
heart a pack of |;ood8, a thing of transfer. See you that 
star now fading in the light of morning f Make that a 
matter of exchange; book it in your ledger; barter it from 
cast to west, from north to south : of heaven's beauty make 
an earthly bargain, and when you have transferred that 
star, have given fuU possession of its glory, why, then we'll 
telk of woman’s heart, its market price, its rate of change, 
its rule of barter. 

BEAVER. 


A prosperous rival * Yes, I sec my fate. I may hang 
myself upon the next willow. 

FIBE BRACE. 

Sir, you have my free consent to that immediate opera- 
tion. 

^ BEAVER. 

Still vanity assist me! I'll not despair. Here comes the 
lady's father — will you remain and hear the gentleman ? 

riRt BRACE {ffoitiff towardt ehamler). 

Fear not, sir, 1 will await him — await you. 


BEAVER. 

And in that chamber ? 

riREBRAOB. 

Even there. * \EwU into lAambtr. 

BEAVER. 

At least I may revenge this triumph. 


Entar Cuankei.. 


CHANNEL. 

Beaver, give me your hand — 'tis certain, fixed. There 
was a little coyness at first, a few water-drops, but now 
you're a happy man. 

BEAVER, 

Am I indeed, sir? 

CHANNEL. 

J tell you so, and—^why, you hear me talk of your happi- 
m^ss, and yet look as if 1 preached a femeitd sermmi. 
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BEAVSR. 

Truly, sir, I fear my liappinoss at the present moment 
needs gome such sad discourse. I haye a friend, a new 
fHend, who has awakened these doubts. He has forbidden 
me to hope the happiness you promise me. 

CHANNEI.. 

Has he? Then I should like to look upon your friend's 
brazen countenance. 

[firbbracc appeart at duimhet'-door. 

BEAVBK. 

Will you pardon mo ? 1 have admitted him here to 

satisfy you. 

CHAMMEL. 

Where? 

BEAVKR. 

Ihere. 

CHANKRI.. 

Basil ! Well, sir, what have you to say of my daughter ? 
What. 

BEAVER. 

The gentleman may wish for privacy : 1 will at hand 
await you.-— (.!««&) Tne storm will burst ; be it my care to 
profit by the tempest. Chenille’s on guard to-night : he 
shall be at hand to stay, yes, to stay the mischief. [Eau't. 


• CHAKNEL. 

Now, Lieutenant Firebrace— and first let me repair tlte 
neglect of last night, and congratulate you upon your pro- 
motion. You have climbed early, sir, 

FIREBRACE. 

Nor may I fotget the counsel that taught me best to 
clidib. 

CHANNEL. 

Well, sir, my friend, my excellent friend, Beaver tells 
me you have forbidden him to hope for my daughter. 

FIREBRACE. 

'Tis very true, air. 

CHANNEL. 

May I, «ug marety the father of the lady, ask why ? 
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firrbrace. 

She cannot wed him. 

CHANBEl.. 

Indeed! Do you know any reason to forbid the banns ? 

FIBCBRACB, 

The best — she cannot love him. 

CHANNEL. 

Lieutenant Fircbracc — Basil — I have loved you tery 
dearly— I think I have shown it better than by talking 
about it. Now, look in my face — ^look where your father 
looked for the last time, and tell me, are you a scoundrel F 

riREBRACE. 

No ! Nor lives there but one man, who with safety, 
though he were high admiral, might put such word to me. 

OHANNET. 

You are not a sioundrel ? Your hand— forgive me, Basil ; 
I began to have my doubts. 

FIBLBRACE. 

And wherefore^ 

CHANNl L. 

No, no, I wronged you — I— no,— ’tis impossible. You 
could not, with fair*weather looks and lying words, betray 
an old man'’s friendship. You are what I have ever 
thought you, the son of honour— a frank, noble, generous 
lad. 

FIRBBKACE.* il 

Sparc your commendation and hear me. 1 love Clarina. 

CHANNEL. 

I'm sorry for it. You speak too lute. She marries Mr. 
Beaver, xou look incredulous. Who shall prevent Ola* 
rina’s marriage 

F1REB8ACS. , 

Clarina’s plighted heart. 

CSfANNEL. 

Plighted— to you ! Is it so ? Basil Firebrace, you have 
abused my confidence, with basest fraud destroyed my 
faith in one whose truth was to me as a religion. A smil- 
ing thief 1 weloomed to my hearth faa)i stolen the duty of 
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i; ,; may the quiet of her father. (Enter Clakina. — 

Chakkki. ffoet to eeimet md toiee* oM pimb.^ I am an old 
5 man, sir, but not too old to chastise ingratitude. FoUov 
:■} me, rir. 

CI.AR1MA. . 

Father ! 

* chamnkl. 

Clarina 1 Yes, the same look of innocence-»the same face, 
and yet a hypocrite i 

CLARINA. 

F^givc me ! 




CHANNEL. 

What a dupe bath my firadness—my unbounded confi- 
dence — now I read it all ! the tale you feigned to-night — 
the story of the book— ’twas your own story ! 


Mercy ! 


clarina. 

CHANNEL. 


That man — he was there — in your chamber ? Silent ! 
Ghiilty ! Villain, thus I destroy — 

[Channrl premie pistol at Fireriiace. Clarina throfes 
herself htfore him. 


. My husband ! 


CLARIN4. 


Enter Crrnille mimmAgendeervaes. 


chenille. 


What's this? Brawling, audit may be, murder ? Sol- 
dkaa, your duty : conduct these gentlemen to the fortress. 
And tlranoe, or I know Uttle of the governor, to 


CLARINA. 

Father! 

CHANNEL* 

ARjrH-liefe^ So J( «b louger look on disobedience. 

[fytb Chanmbl, preeeefsi iy two gendarme. 
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Baftil! liusbi^Bd I They will ^ci-yW hehoe, far hence, 
amidst all that makes captivity most teitible. 

FtR£:^aAG£. 

Never think it. The story of this passing quarrel told, 
we shall be free, be sure of it. So amiie, wife ! Wife ! how . 
sweeter still the word/ since to. the world I now may utter^, 
it ! I will not say fareivell ; for swti, my heart assures me, 
we again shall meet. 

hy two gendarmes* 

CLARINA. 

Oh, sir, on your report depends their liberty ! 'Twas . 
but a sudden word— nought else. You would not for so 
light a cause accuse them ? 

CHEKiLlG. \ . 

I was summoned to prevent a duel, and saw enough to 
know my presence needrul. 'Tis the hardest part of duty 
to speak the truth, when grace and loveliness both bid us 
hold our tongue. {Bowing to her.) Yet, madam, the truth 
must be said, paroU d'honne^ir.- So the captain and lieu* 
tenant, be sure of it, march hence to Biche. 

CLABINA. 

May I not go with them ! 

CUENlLl^i;.^ 

If the governor be merciful ^ and when a lady pleads, 
he has his weakness. 

, CLARINA. 

I will petition him this : instant. Will you bear my. 
letter? . " ' ; ; ^ ' 

.'CHENILLE; 

Write, madam, and may persuasion guide the crbwquill ! 
The governor shall . have the letter from this hand. He 
paroUdthmnmr. . [^Eamnt. 
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SCENE 11^.4 Street. 

Enter Maoamf La Rose aUd Poixr Pali mall. 

I POLLf. 

Captain Channel taken to the fortress f 

MADAMF LA BOSfc. 

And what’s worse, my boarder, Lieutenant Firebiacc 

POLtY. 

Lieutenant Firebrace ^ Such a noble gentleman. 

MADAME XA ROSE. 

And the smallest eater, iny dear, 1 ever knew. 

POLLY. 

And then my foolish brother, Peter; instead of going 
quietly to bis bed last night — to think that he should 
quarrel about English eggs and chickens with a French 
gendarme, and be locked up, too ' And dear Tom Heyday ' 
to stop his parole for not answering mustei , and bow could 
he, when he was answeiing me ? I sec my end Madame 
La Rose, I shall die. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Yes Ma’amselle; we all come here on that condition. 

• POLLY. 

Hal to die a comfortable grandmother in one's own parish 
is what we must all expect ; but to be transplanted like a 
polyanthus in the bud— to be nipped off— and, instead of an 
epitaj^ in one’s own mother-tongue, to «havc an outlandish 
tombstone that nobody can read I 

MADAME lA ROSE. 

^ Re comibrted ; tor I promise, whatever they write on one 
side the stone, shall be faithfully translated on the other. 
But early as it is, IVe news for you from the fortress. 

POLLY. . 

The foitrftt f Yon go in and out of it as if ’twere your 
own prcqiierty. Wnat sort oi interest have you there { 
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MADAM R LA ROSE. 

The f^reatest. My husband, Themistocles, makes the 
governor’s pies. 

it POLLY. 

Dear Tom Heyday ! What news ? 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

This from your brother — this from your lover. ( Giving 
letters, ) 

POLLY. 

Now here’s a trial for one’s feelings ! Brother — lover ! 
Which shall 1 open first ? 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Take ’em as we take roasted chesnuts. Tha coolest first, 
by all means. 

POLLY. 

Bless me ! how confinement spoils one's hand ! Peter 
always writes like copper-plate, and here all the letters seem 
in a tangle, (reoik , ) ‘‘ Fortress of Verdun, June 1803. Mg 

dear Pollg , — / scratch you these few lines like a nwle under ground. 
The prison is tolerably strong,, hut not to he spoken of after Newgate, 
As for their locks,, they haven* t one fit for a tea-caddy. The rats 
at night come in regim&nts. We're allowed no candle; hut we 
can feel,, as they run over our faces,, that they must he contemptible 
in the eyes of Englishmen, J am teaching a spider to dance; hut 
find the spiders here nothing to the sjiiders in our summer-house 
at Hornsey. / will write more at length upm what concerns you 
in my next. Excuse this scrawl : for having no pens,, we have 
been compelled to pluck the magpie. Should you see the French- 
man I quarrelled with,, remember your country and dant give up 
the eggs. Your affectionate brother,, Peter Pallmall, P*S, Sdnd 
me my flute," 

MADAME LA HOSE. 

Pray do. ’IVill be such a consolation to him on his long 
march. 

• POLLY. 

* Poor Peter ! That’s what he calls philosopliy : to march 
to gaol to his own music. 



60 


THE PniflONEB OP WAR. 


MADAME LA ROSE. 

And now for the other ! I do so dote upon a love-letter ! 
Read, read. 

POLLY. 

What, my lover’s letter? Read that, — to another! Im- 
possible: still, youVe such a good creature ! I — I tell you 
what : I’ll run it over first myself, and pick you out two or 
three of the nice bits. [Retires^ reading letter, 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

Just like these English girls : they ’ve no real pride in the 
tender passion. I'm sure when Themistocles used to write 
to me, I lent his letters to every one of my acquaintance. 

POLLY. 

If ever a sheet of letter-paper broke a woman’s heart this 
will break mine. Oh, Tom Heyday ! He ’s going to Biche, 
and takes leave of me for ever. He says he can’t expect me 
to wait for him, wasting my time till the war’s over ; so 
blesses me, sends me a lock of his hair, and tells me to got 
the best husband I can. [Remmns absorbed in letter. 

Enter Beaver. 

BEAVER. 

(Aside,) Thus far, my plan has prospered to my dearest 
wish. The father and the lover both removed — patience 
and cunning, and my suit must thrive. 

POLLY'. 

I'he best husband ! Agonising thought ! 

BEAVER. 

What new sorrow ’s this ? 

POLLY. 

But ril follow him. I’ll go to Biche too. If I can’t get 
into the fortress, ’twill be some consolation to look at the 
prison^ and know he’s safe there. 

BEAVER. 

In tears, my pretty maid ? 
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POLLY. 

{Reading letter.) “ Get the best husband you can.” Yes, 
it’s very easy to say get. 

BEAVER. 

I fear, some serious news. 


POLLY. 

‘‘ As ’tis the fate of your own Tom to be shut up in a 
dungeon for life, to grow grey and — and — and mouldy.” 

REAVER. 

'1 ell me, fair mourner, wherefore arc you — 

POLLY. 

Mouldy ! Cupid, god of love, what a condition ! 1 

send you a lock of my hair,” And lovely hair it is too. 
And this hair to grow grey in a dungeon ! Dear I’om 
Heyday! if I*d my smelling bottle at hand I certainly 
should faint. 

nCAVLR. 

Miss Pallmall, as a friend of your brother's may I be 
suffered to inquire the source of your affliction ? 


roi.LY. 


(Putting the Utter in hen' hosom^ and bursting into tcMrs.) 
Biche ! 


BEAVER. 


l^Runs off. 


The governor, 'tis said, never pardons a duel. Hence, 
their journey is decided. 


Enter Madame La Rose. 


MADAME LA ROSE. 

Oh, sir ! do come to Miss Clariua. Persuade her to stay 
in Verdun. 

BEAVER. 

To stay in Verdun ! what hope has she of going hence ? 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

She vows she’ll follow her father — has written to the 
governor for his consent. 

beaver. 

This must not — shall not be. 
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MADAME LA ROSE. 

Now, sir, you’re her father's friend ; so write and persuade 
him to command her to stop here. Tell him I’ll watch over 
her. 

BEAVER. 

Nay, I can safely promise that you’ll be a mother to her. 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

A sister, sir, if you please. And say that she can board 
witli me at the most reasonable charge. Tell her so, sir : 
appeal to her feelings : and above all, don’t forget to say 
that she can have the carnation bedroom, and the butterfly- 
papered parlour. 

BEAVER. 

(Aside.) Determined to follow him 1 My passion rages with 
opposition. The hopes, the good name of a life, I’ll stake 
upon this cast. I tcill have her. 

Enter Chenille with two other Gendarmes. 

CHENILLE. 

Monsieur, the governor wants you. 

BEAVER. 

The governor ! 

CHENILLE. 

Sorry to do this office for an acquaintance; but duty, 
Monsieur Beaver, duty. So you must come and be locked 
up. Y ou must, parole dUhonneur, 

BEAVER. 

Locked up ! In what have I transgressed ? 

CHENILLE. 

The muster-roll. You’ve been called over thrice this 
morning, and here you were with— well, it’s an honourable 
weakness : but ’twill take you to Biche ; it will, parole 
d^hmineur. 

BEAVER. 

To Biche? 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

What 's this? Monsieur to be shut up— what for? 
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CHENILLE. 

The muster-roll, madame; the muster-roll, 

MADAME LA ROSE. 

To lose three boarders in two days! There Ml be an 
earthquake. But youMl never take the gentleman away ? 

CHENILLE. 

I must — -parole d'honneur. \Exeunt; Beaver guarded. 


Scene III. — CowrUyard of the Fortress of Verdun, 

Enter followed by Fi rebrace. 

CHANNEL. 

Will you not leave me, sir? Will you not avoid me ? 

FIREBllACE. 

'rhough deaf to me, — yet, by the love you bear Clarina ! 
The fault was mine ; ’twas T who tempted her ; 'twas I who 
forced her from her duty; 'twas I who day by day, and 
hour by hour, assailed her with my prayers — invented sub- 
terfuge — coined excuse; with ceaseless persecution of my 
suit, compelled, betrayed her into disobedience. 

CHANNEL. 

And at that time, day by day you sat at my hearth ; and 
hour by hour you looked in my face. In truth, sirj I never 
knew so young a man so old a scoundrel. 

FIREBRACE. 

Sir ! But I have schooled myself to bear your hardest 
words. All I ask is,— spare Clarina. Could you but know 
the struggle of her heart — the pain, the suffering of her 
soul, ere 1 won from her a wild consent. 

CHANNEL. 

And wherefore all this ? Wherefore this stolen match — 
this lying misery ? 

FIREBRACE. 

Wherefore ? Could 1 but have hoped your goodness — 
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CHANNEL. 

Sir, it is the creed of honesty always to hope goodness. 
But no, sir ; you must be cunning — worldly wise. You 
must crawl to your purpose like a snake, when you might 
have won it like a man. 

KIREBRACE. 

Oh, sir ! 

CHANNEL. 

Basil — Lieutenant Firebrace, you will not add to the 
rigours of this prison — and *tis said to-morrow wc march for 
one less tolerable — by needless persecution. One moment. 
Your father was shot at my side. His only words were — 
“My wife— my boy — Dick he could say no more; but 
I knew, what he meant. I promised. He heard me, for 
his face — I see it now amidst the hell that roared about us — 
brightened as his spirit fled. I promised — 

FIREBRACE. 

And nobly, bountifully, fulfilled the pledge. 1 was a 
child, but I remember all, sir ; the kindness of your bounty ; 
your name linked with the widow’s blessing ; your name 
taught me with my daily prayers. Recollect a hundred 
gifts that made our home less desolate— that smoothed th(‘ 
patliway to a mother’s early grave. As at her grave I stood 
an orphan cliild, remember how at that dread fall of earth, 
my young heart sank — remember too the pressure of your 
band that told my lieart,— “ Courage, poor boy, you are not 
yet alone.'’ 

CHANNEL. 

Enough, sir — enough, 

J’lKEBRACE. 

Oh, sir, these mefnories were precious to me ; but now, 
they pain, they humble me. They make me see my mean- 
ness, deceit, ingratitude. They call me villain, that in my 
selfishness I have given one uiKjuiet thought to goodness 
such as yours. Oh, sir ! by my father — 

CHANNEL. 

*Tis of him Td speak. He died, but with the effort of 
a dying man, he t4K)k this ring fron» his hand, and placed 
it where J have worn it till this hour. I received it as a 
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I)lcdge between us that I should protect his fatherless boy, 
J have endeavoured to fulfil the pledge ; and now, sir,— . 

FIREBRACE. 

What would you ? 

CHANNEL. 

I \rould relieve niy eye of alb that may remind me of that 
duty past. Henceforth, sir, we are strangers ; but ’tis fit, 
sir, you possess your father’s ring. 

FIREBRACE. 

Oh, sir, you will not— cannot — 

CHANNEL. 

Nay, I am resolute. Here it is, %\r~[Attempling to take 
it from his finger^ hut cannot for his emotion) — here, sir — h.ere — 
plague on't ’t has grown, I think to me, like other things I 
fain would cut away— but — ^you shall l)ave it, sir, .you — 
you shall have it. " [^ExiL 

FIREBRACE. 

Oil, \yortby heart ! I have deserved this, that I feared 
to trust it. 

Enter Heyday. 

HKYDAY. 

Now, Basil, the evening watch is hard upon us. We 
must to our wwk. 

FIREBRACE? 

What work ? 

HEYDAY. 

What work ! The work of liberty. Why man, have you 
slept and forgotten all ? — forgotten that, this very night, 
weVe to cut cable ? 

FIREBRACE. 

To-night ! ay, true. 

Enter Beaver at the hack. He paum on seeing F i r f.brack 
and Heyday. 

heyday. 

Basil ! Overhaul your spirits, man ! What’s afloat ? 
What ails you ? 
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FIEEBRACE. 

I have pondered on this business, and come what will, Til 
not quit France. 

HKYDAY. 

Not quit ! What, when the work’s done to your hand f 
Wh^n fifty brave fellows have tricked their keepers — have 
toiled this month and more — ^just, as in the nick of luck, our 
parole is stopped and weVe 'nought to hinder us from giving 
Jean Crapaud the slip ? The excavation’s made, one hour 
more, ancl we’re outside the fortress. 

BEAVER. 

(Aside,) Is it so ? 

HEYDAY. 

And you’ll not quit it? You’ll stay, and to-morrow 
morning be marched to Biche ? 

FIREBRACE. 

You forget. I leave Clarina in Verdun, and with her — 

HEYDAY. 

I understand : you fear that fresh-water pirate, Mr. 
Beaver. 

FIREBRACE. 

His insolence — nought else. [Beaver comes down* 

^ HEYDAY. 

Look there. 

FIREBRACE. 

Why, ’tis he ! 

HEYDAY. 

Invited as 1 have just heard into the fortress, for missing 
muster-roll. Now, then, will you go to Biche? 

FIEEBftACE. 

Have with you, Tom— lo the work — to the work ! [Exit, 

HEYDAY. 

And here comes the Jew Boaz. If anything can sweeten 
the escape, ’tis the money I owe that crocodile. [Retires*. 

Enter Boaz. 

BEAVER. 

Come hither. Your losses must be heavy ? 
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BOAZ. 

Heavy ! How I stands upright under ’em I don’t know. 

BEAVER. 

1 have a mci chant’s feeling for your risks. 

BOAZ. 

Oh, sir, you’ll make me veep ! 1 never meets with feelings 
here — I lends and I lends, and I lozes and I lozes— but still 
1 must employ my mind, so I lends and lozes again. 

BEAVER. 

Should many escape from this prison, your losses — 

BOAZ. 

Don’t speak of it : my heart isn’t a stone — it must break. 

BEAVER. 

Take this to the governor (having written on a leaf from 
his pocket-hook). You will be secret.?* 

BOAZ. 

As a money-bag. 

beaver. 

Remember, as yet I must not be known in this. In good 
lime, 1 may claim consideration of the governor ; but for the 
present, silence. I will pay your prudence ; and more, you 
nold that which may hold your debtors. 

BOAZ. • 

Den de devil shouldn't tear it from me. 

Enter Pallmall. 

PALLMALL. 

What’s that about the devil, Boaz ? Gently — don’t abuse 
an old friend. Mr. Beaver I they told me you’d come. 
Happy, sir, to see you among us. We’ve all sorts of manly 
games here, from puss-in-the-corner to push-pin. If you 
like cricket on a small scale, there’s a charming court of 
twelve yards by ten — or, if you have a genius for dominos — 

BEAVER. 


Well, sir ? 
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PALLMALL. 

You may carve a set out of your own beef-bones — when 
you get ’em, 

HEYDAY. 

And to-morrow, ’tis said, we start for Bicbe. 

BOAZ. 

And how am I to be paid my twenty napoleons? How, 
Mr, Heyday — how.^' Can you look in my face and — 

PALLMALL. 

Face ! Pooh ! Don’t call it a face — it*s like a bank-note : 
every line in it means money. 

BOAZ. 

Well, in all my life — 

PALLMALL. 

Nonsense ! yours isn’t a life : die when you will, 'twill only 
have been a long sneak. 

BOAZ. 

But lil have my money, I will ! and if not of you, (asitk) 
at least I’ll make my market of de governor. 

PALLMALL. 

In truth, sir, I’m glad again to see you among us. 

BEAVER. 

Sir, I acknowlcvlge your hospitality. May I ask you 

what rendered you wortliy of this sudden distinction ? 

« 

PALLMALL. 

Patriotism ; a small trump I played— nothing more. A 
little altercation at the Caf<5 Imperial. I'lie talk ran upon 
omelettes: an impudent Frenchman insisted we couldn’t 
make ’em. In the first place, he aspersed our eggs— slan- 
dered them as small. I replied, our eggs were big as 
pumpkins. This failed to .silence him ; for he swore that 
some of the hens in his country laid eggs three times a day. 
This wouldn’t do at all — so for the honour of my native 
poultry, 1 made English hens lay four times — with chickens 
in ’em. That’s patriotism, I think ? 

BEAVER, 

And was the gentleman convinced ? 
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PALLMALL. 

No, sir: and tliat’s the strangest part of the story. He 
immediately east a very strong reflection upon my veracity, 
which I instantaneously, atiswercd by knocking him down. 
Now, in France, to knock a man down is to knock a gen- 
darme up : there was a brief inquiry niade, and — here I am. 


BEAVER. 

And the further trial for your patriotism, IJiche ? 


PALLMALL. 

We arc promised an early march to that rustic retreat. 
If you’re curious in roads, sir, I’m told there’s every variety 
on the way, from flint to quagmire. Look, — here come our 
brother lambs, driven by the shepherd. 


Shepherd ! 


BEAVER. 


PALLMALL. 

The swain who folds us for the niglit. 


HEYDAY. 

{Auiie to Pallmall). The last night, I hojH\ 


Enter ear mis prisoners^ followed hj Gao LEE. 

G AO LEll. 

To the souterrain, messieurs — to the souterrain. Quick, 
(juick ! 

PALL5IALL. 

Instantly, good monsieur Nightcaj). Come along, Tom. 
{Aiuk to Heyday.) 1 say, I begin to like yon. Stone walls 
draw out the good qualities of a man. 'fell me, have you 
really fobbed that old Jew of twenty napoleons ? 

HEYDAY. 

Thafs true as the north star. 

pallmall. 

Give me your hand— you shall have sister Polly. 

[All prisoners exeunt, followed hj/ Gaoi eh. 
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Last scene. A Souterrain in the Fortress, Prisojiers seated 
at a tahU, Other prisoners coming in and going off at the 
side. The scene dimly lighted, Channel, Firebrace, 
Pallmall, and Beaver on. All the prisoners are singing^ 
and Pallmall playing his flute^ to drown tite mise without ; 
whichy at intervals^ is heard through the chorus, 

“ Rule, Britannia I Britannia, rule tlie waves ! 

For Britons never, never shall be slaves.'^ 


HEYDAY {looking in from side). 

Another stave — another, and the stars will twinkle on us, 

\^Disapp6ars, 


channel. 


Keep up Britannia, my hearts, though our throats crack ! 

[All sing. 


** Rule, Britannia ! Britannia, rule the waves ! 
For Britons never, never shall be slaves.” 


Re-enter Heyday y Forest, and other prisoners, 
HEYDAY. 

The work's done, our cage is open ! 

FIRST PRISONER. 

We've had a rare spell of it, but ’tis done at last. 
HEYDAY. 

Luckily, the night is black as pitch. When we have 
swum (he moat — 

PALLMALL. 

What ! must we swim ? 

HEYDAY. 

Ay, or sink. 

pallmall. 

Oh, Pm enough of a philosopher to know the alternative. 
CHANNEL. 

Well, lads, what we have groaned, have toiled for, is ac- 
complished. Moments are precious, Are all prepared ? 
ALL (esccept FiREBRACE and beaver). 

All! all. 

FIREBRACE. 

May freedom shine upon your paths, and light ye scath- 
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less to her home, her old abiding-place, her temple and her 
rock, — England ! Farewell. 

ALL. 

IIow ? 

FI REBRACE. 

I do not quit the fortress. 

FIRST PRISONER. 

Wherefore, sir ? 

FIREBUACE. 

It matters not. I am master of my will, accountant 
solely to myself. 

CHANNEL. 

Not so, sir. This is no private venture. There is no 
man here — or should be none — who is not inalienably sworn 
to dare the common peril of this night. 

FI REBRACE. 

Sworn 'i 

CHANNEL. 

Sir, when men join for freedom, the cause itself doth 
consecrate the act. To fall from it, or half-way halt in it, 
is treason to the dignity of human life — is perjury to the 
first truth of man. 

FOREST. 

Lieutenant Firebrace, I am no talker : but this much 
ril say. To skulk in an enemy's gaol when the enemy 
might be fought ujrbi the sea, h hardly the act of a true 
sailor ; and if you will, 1*11 add, of an honest man. 

FIREBRACE. 

Fear not, sir; you shall have another time for these 
opinions. 

CHANNEL. 

Lieutenant Firebrace, will you join us.^* Or, failing, 
with some grace of honour, render back your commission 
to the king ? 

FIREBRACE. 

My life, wrung out by torture first! (Aside,) To be thus 
stung, humiliated ! On, gentlemen, Til lead you ! 

CHANNEL. 

No, sir : as senior officer, that post is mine. Even as 
runaways well keep some discipline. 
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RKAVKR. 

Captain Channel, as a civilian, I am excused this trial. 

FJRKBRACE. 

( To Ch ANN KL, pointing to Beavkr.) If he remain, I stir not. 

CHANNEL. 

None are excused — none. It is a common cause, and all 
must bear their part in’t. 

FI REBRACE. 

{Aside to Heyday, pointing to Beaver.) I'om, let him 
not slip. 

heyday. 

{Aside to Basil.) Be sure on’t. 

CHANNEL. 

And now, gentlemen, a sudden fiircwell with all. 
FIREBRACE. 

Captain Channel, — 

CHANNEL. 

Well, sir? 

FIREBRACE. 

Will you part ray enemy ? 

CHANNEL (going), 

I'he time is urgent, sir. 

FIREBRACE. 

Oh, think it so. Heaven knows, we neer may meet 
again! For the sake oft one you Jove, part not in anger 
with me. I have been rash and thankless, but say Farewell, 
Basil! — let the oi’phan boy you nourished and protected 
once more hear your friendly voice, once more grasp your 
friendly hand. Say, Farewell, Basil — one Farewell ! 

" CHANNEL. 

She has cut me to the soul, and — she has deceived her 
fether^but, poor thing!— do you, sir, love her — do you 
cherish, doat upon her— do you ? Farewell, Firebrace, fare- 
well. On ! 

{All the prismm^s are hurrying off^ when a party of soldiers^ 
commanded hy officer j appear at the opposite door^ with pre- 
senud arms. # 


OFFICER. 
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PRISONERS. 

Hetrayed ! 

OFFICER. 

- Gentlemen, you mistake the route. This way lies the 
road to Biche. 

CHANNEL (aside). 

IVeason, treason ! 

OFFICER. 

You have worked well, gentlemen, hut have lost your 
pains. Fall in, and at the word, — march ! 

Enter Chenille. 

CHENILLE. 

Captain Cliannel, ere you quit Verdun, the governor 
would grant a lady's prayer. 

Enter Clarina and Polly Pallmall. 

CLAIIINA. 

Father! (Throwing herself in his arms.) Leave me not 
unblest — unpardoned. 

CHANNEL. 

Farewell, wench ! Thou hast my blessing, my forgive- 
ness. 

CHENILLE. 

Stay, Captain ; a letter from the governor. 

CHANNEL. 

(Reads.) “ To Captain Channel. Sir, Though I am 
made the gaoler of hrave men, I can yet admire thdr courage. 
As a soldier, / am glad that the scoundrel who has betrayed ye does 
not disgrace the uniform of his king. It would, howeeer, hwm 
been my duty to consign you and your comrades to the fortress of 
Biche. I am happy to be the medium of a better fortune. En- 
closed is an order for the exchange of yourself a/irf others therein 
named, received this morning from the minister. VaillaN'F, 
governor of the fortress of Verdun/* Here’s something more. 
“ As for the traitor Beaver, hu destination is ** — 

CHENILLE. 

( Passing Beaver over to the soldiers/) Biche , — parole d^hon- 
neur — Biche. 

[Beaver is immediately marched off. 
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PALLltlALL. 

; Is my Hamo there ? (Taking paper.) It is ! Then I liave 
^friends in London still 

POLLY. 

Exchanged ! Oh ! if I get safe to England, and can 
/only recollect my foreign feelings, won’t I write a book! 
:^ray, Captain, I only ask out of humanity, does Mr, Hcy- 
daygo yithus, too? 

V.; ■ ^ ] CHANNEL. 

< (Reads.) ‘‘Thomas Heyday, promoted to lieu- 
! So there’s a commission to sweeten his voyage 

Cl ARINA, who is endeavouring to read the paper,) 
I' eyes would devour it ! Do you know that 

y' CL ARINA. 

]^il !” Oh, happiness I 

CHANNEL. 

he deserves. (Aside.) I’m glad he has got it, 
^ tl^t. Basil, you have saved my daughter front a 

and though you had no such intention— 

' CLAEINA. 

Kay, father, did he not best prove it, when he married 

■' ' CHAN N £ L. 

jd! a good wife, and therefore prettily said. So, 
K’ii you’re my son. why die an admiral, and 1 shall 


Kl- 



POLtY. 

we’re all to go to England ! 

'CHANNEL. 

aft. TtwHigh the, list ’s a long one, many stay be- 
' i/ ^er^ore, let not those set free, fail in their best 
IE PftlsowER OF War, 



^ bonoQN ; 
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